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SONG XXVIII. 

For the Lor£s^Day Evening. 

I. 

T O R D, how delightful »tis to fee 
JL^ A whole aflembly worlhiptheel 
At once they fing, at once they pray, 
They hear of heaven, and learn the vvay. 

II. 

I have been there, and ftill would go: 
’Tis like a little heav’n below; 

Not all my pleafure and my play 
Should tempt me to forget this day. 

in. 

0 write upon my mem’ry, Lord, 

The texts and dodlrines of thy word; 
That I may break thy laws no more, 
But love thee better than before. | 

IV. 

With thoughts of Chriji and things divine, 
Pill up this fooliih heart of mine; 

That hoping pardon thn/ his blood, 

1 may lie down, and wake with God. 


l.T'lfi n. idol bo« Iky 

, i Before Jio of God in vain. ^ 

the Lbbath-day profane. 

• Seaf °Khou art poor and mean. 



Tfc Sm of the 3^ 

NewTeftament. MaM. . 37 

tiiITH all thy foul love God above. 
And as thjfelf thy neighbour love. 

Our Saviour'^ Golden Rule. Matt.vii.l2. 

•dE yon to others kind and true, 

B\ryou-d have others be to you; 

And neither do nor fay to meft, 

Whate’er you would not take aga n. 
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